514                 SUNSHINE AND  DUST
luctantly, but going upstairs we had to clutch the banisters
we were so rocking with sleep.
Great stars shone in the branches of the elm tree; we tool;
one look and staggered away, dropping our clothes anywhere,
abandonedly bumping off our boots; then sank in feathers.
, . . Feather-beds, woodenness, tin washstands, all belong in
the Alps; we wouldn't, for anything that could be offered us,
have had it different.
What bright stars! What air, straight from snow on the
mountains, coming in our windows; and the Lutschine, below,
roaring wonderfully.